DESERT   TRAVELLING

rise or a little after, ride three or four hours, then
have a lunch of bread and melons, and finish up
with another three hours' ride, makes a very pleasant
picnic; but when the stage takes twelve or thirteen
hours to do, the pleasure becomes a burden. At
the end of a short stage it is delightful to sit outside
our tent and enjoy the cool breeze of the desert, and
watch the stars peeping out one after the other.
Sometimes, however, the weather is not such as to
allow of this form of enjoyment. When we were
coming home in 1907, in crossing the desert we came
in for some tremendously heavy thunderstorms. One
night we were simultaneously awakened by a tre-
mendous gust of wind which threatened to bring
down the tent. We sprang up and clung to the
poles; but thinking the whole structure was bound
to fall, and preferring to be outside, I forsook my
pole to which I had been clinging, and rushed out
into the pouring rain. My husband went to call
some of the men, and found them all happily asleep
in the carriage : with great difficulty he awoke them,
and together they made secure all the tent-pegs.
By this time the great fury of the storm was over,
and we crept inside the tent, wet, cold, and miserable.
Wonderful to say, neither of us caught cold after
our adventure. The next morning we spread all
our wet bedding, &c., in the sun to dry; and just as
it was nearly ready, down came another storm and
soaked everything again. Such are some of the joys
of travelling in the desert.
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